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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, welcome to Shenandoah Valley Airport. Local time is 11:00 am, and the temperature is fifty degrees Fahrenheit,” the flight attendant announced.

The pilot had been right. It had been a smooth flight from Washington Dulles International Airport. And spot-on thirty minutes. Two hours back in my day over driving.

“For your safety and comfort, please remain seated with your seat belt fastened until the captain turns off the fasten seat belt sign. This will indicate that we have parked at the gate and that it is safe for you to move about the cabin,” the flight attendant continued.

I couldn’t believe it had been ten years since I’d escaped small town life for a shot at success in the big city. And yet, here I was, back in my hometown for one final week of my life. Or so I hoped.

As I walked into the terminal, Gary’s beaming face welcomed me. The groom to be and I had known each other since we were toddlers. Rekindling a childhood friendship less than six months prior, after a hiatus of ten years, I gratefully accepted a ferocious welcome hug. Then I saw the face next to him. Grace Weir, Gary’s bride to be. Never one to be overly affectionate towards me, her disdain radiated across the tarmac.

“Lewis, my brother, terrific to see you on home soil again,” Gary said.

“I never believed I’d ever see this day. But your wedding day comes but once in a lifetime,” I said.

“Do you remember Grace, my beautiful bride to be?” Gary asked.

“Head over and grab the bags while I watch out for Stacy,” Grace replied, ignoring my presence.

Gary followed Grace’s instructions and led me to the baggage collection. There was no carousel, no safety lights, merely a trolley being pulled by a small tractor. Still, my bag arrived within minutes, sitting front and centre.

“Let’s grab a coffee while we wait for Stacy,” Gary suggested.

Any chance to avoid Grace was a bonus for me. I gladly accepted the offer.

“Incredible that we met by chance just a few months back,” Gary said.

“And in New York City. Not exactly the place you bump into out of towners,” I said.

“Ten years in New York City. You must have some stories,” Gary said.

“I’ve got to save something for the bachelor party, don’t I?” I said.

Gary ordered the coffees, and we took a seat.

“How’s pre-married life?” I asked.

“Wonderful. Everything I hoped for. Grace is simply a little on edge,” Gary replied.

“You could have knocked me over with a feather when you told me you were marrying Grace Weir,” I said.

“What can I tell you? She’s the love of my life,” Gary said.

“I’m thrilled for you. Elated that you’ve found the one,” I said.

“Thanks brother. I wondered if it would ever happen,” Gary said.

“Well, I always had faith in you, dude. Even if you took a little longer than most,” I said.

Grace Weir was the sort of girl you’d call a pocket rocket. Around 5ft 2in tall, with long dark brown hair and large green eyes, what she lacked in stature, she more than made up for in energy and strong opinions. And she was the type to hold a grudge. A not forgive - and not forget type. We had all been in the same year at school, but Gary and I were part of a separate clique to Grace. Still, she looked lovely, and Gary adored her. Who was I to be anything other than supportive of Gary’s wonderful view of her?

“Is Grace waiting for one of her bridesmaids?” I asked.

“Yes, her flight is only fifteen minutes behind yours,” Gary replied.

“It’s not Francis, is it? I wouldn’t want to see him in a bridesmaids’ dress,” I said.

“No. Grace lost contact with Francis a while back. It’s a girl named Stacy,” Gary said.

“Will I recognise Stacy?” I asked.

“I know little about her. An out-of-state cousin, perhaps. She’s flying in from the windy city,” Gary replied.

After ten minutes of catching up, the next plane taxied to the terminal. I kept my eye on Grace, who ran at top speed to hug the first person off the plane.

“If that’s Stacy, then you have to introduce me,” I said.

“It sure looks that way,” Gary said as the girls turned and headed over.

“She’s definitely not a local girl,” I said.

“No, they don’t build them like that around here,” Gary said.

Stacy was tall, model tall, around 5ft 10in without the heels, I reckoned. And her gorgeous face only just surpassed her incredible figure. Huge chocolate-brown eyes, only one shade away from black, drew attention away from a perfect button nose, luscious lips and a cute heart-shaped face. Long, chestnut-brown hair flowed across her shoulders and to within a few inches of her arse. And that was merely what I could see.

I stood by Grace while Gary went to help retrieve Stacy’s bags.

“Can you introduce me to Stacy?” I asked Grace,

“Just don’t make a scene,” Grace replied.

“Can you blame me? She’s stunning,” I said.

As Stacy pointed Gary towards her bags, I got to see a few more assets. And while nothing could top her amazing face, her rear view was every bit as good as the front.

“Welcome to Staunton, I’m Lewis,” I said, when Stacy and Gary joined us.

“This is actually Shenandoah Valley,” Grace interjected.

“Ah, this must be the guy you warned me about. Lucifer was it,” Stacy said.

“Call me whatever you like. Just as long as you call, I’ll be happy,” I said.

“Yep, sounds straight out of the playbook you mentioned,” Stacy said, turning to Grace.

“I like to keep things fresh. Perhaps I should walk you through the new plays, later,” I said.

“Dude, this girl is the bomb. But she looks familiar,” I said to Gary on the way to the car.

“In your dreams, or on your dorm room wall, perhaps,” Gary said.

“Perhaps. But promise me you’ll put in a good word for me, after the wedding,” I said.

“I promise, unless that ship has already sailed,” Gary said.


CHAPTER TWO


WHILE I KNEW where Grace lived, as I’d ridden my bike past the door a few thousand times, I’d never been on the premises before. Imposing from the kerb, in Staunton’s most coveted street, nothing prepared me for what lay behind the doors. The current Weir homeowners, Grace’s parents, were the fifth generation to have called the imposing colonial mansion home.

“Hello, Mr Weir, I’m…” I said.

“… Lewis Ludwig. Yes, I’m well aware of who you are,” Mr Weir interjected.

“Congratulations on your daughter’s wedding,” I said, holding my hand out.

“Just don’t fuck it up for her. Or you’ll have me to contend with,” Mr Weir said.

“Okay, that went well,” I said to Gary.

“Don’t worry. He’ll warm to you. Everyone does, eventually,” Gary said.

I wasn’t sure whether it was the frosty welcome or the lack of a handshake, but Mr Weir’s message came through crystal clear. My reputation preceded me. And that would take time to overcome.

Entering the massive ballroom, a tinkering of crystal signalled all to listen.

“First, let me welcome each one of you to my daughter’s wedding. I’m grateful you are part of her life, and here to share her exciting day,” Mr Weir said.

“Okay, daddy. We’ve only got until 10:00 pm,” Grace interjected.

“Well, on the advice of my lovely daughter, I’ll hand you over to Freddy, our wedding planner,” Mr Weir said.

“First let me introduce myself,” Freddy said, walking into the crowd and shaking hands.

“I’m Freddy Longstaff. And I’m here to ensure Grace has the perfect wedding,” Freddy said.

As Freddy moved through the small crowd, he welcomed the girls with a kiss on each cheek and shook the hands of the boys. All while flirting outrageously. That made most of the guys uncomfortable, probably because few inhabitants of Staunton were out and proud. He ended with me, holding our handshake for more than a few seconds too long.

“The wedding party includes four groomsmen and bridesmaids. Including the best man, Grace’s brother Tony, and a matron of honour, Gary’s sister Sarah,” Freddy said.

“Wasn’t Francis Grace’s best friend?” I asked, just a little too loudly, as Freddy completed his sentence.

Everybody turned towards Grace, except Mr Weir, who needed to be held back by his wife.

“Sorry, I’ve been out of the loop for ten years,” I added.

“Are you missing Francis?” Stacy asked.

“Hey, I’m just stating a fact,” I replied.

“Well, do you see Francis anywhere?” Stacy asked.

“No,” I replied.

“Then, perhaps we can move on,” Stacy said, turning back to Freddy.

“If that’s alright with you, Lewis Ludwig,” Stacy added.

“Now, who should we pair up?” Freddy said, glancing about the room.

Freddy walked from person to person, re-connecting and evaluating them physically. Even though she was feisty, I hoped to be paired with Stacy. She’d eventually calm down, and I wanted to be there to share in the spoils.

“Tony and Sarah, move over to the fireplace,” Freddy instructed.

Grace walked up behind Freddy and pointed at me. After an agitated discussion, Freddy completed his selections. Mandy, 5ft 6in and attractive, paired with Trevor, 5ft 8in and recently discharged from the navy. Stuart, 5ft 4in and a local policeman, paired with Stacy, 5ft 10in and drop-dead gorgeous. And Daphne, 5ft 2in and mousy looking, paired with me, 6ft 4in. Somehow, I assumed they’d missed a trick or two.

“Hi Daphne, I’m Lewis,” I said.

Daphne turned a bright shade of purple and stared at her feet. Cracking Daphne open appeared like a challenge. Even for someone slightly outgoing, like me.

“Call me Lew, if it makes it easier,” I said to a similar reaction.

Freddy ran us through a schedule of the week. Nothing out of the ordinary there.

“Now, while it is okay to enjoy yourself, you must be on time. And that especially applies to you, Lewis,” Freddy said.

Okay, there it is. A theme ran through the discussions. And I appeared to be at the root of all evil. Still, it was only a week. And I was determined to prove to everyone I’d matured.

“The rehearsal is in two nights. Make sure your dress or suit fits perfectly. We want no surprises on the important day,” Freddy said.

Freddy described the rehearsal dinner in intimate detail. I never knew weddings were as complicated, let alone the practice event.

“The pre-wedding dinner will start early and end early. I don’t want to give the Photoshop guy any more work than necessary,” Freddy said.

I glanced across at Stacy while I listened and could have sworn I caught her smile. It was well worth the wait, as her teeth were perfectly straight and whiter than I’d seen yet in Staunton.

“Finally, the wedding day. The reason we are all here. Pay close attention to the schedule. And that includes you, Lewis,” Freddy said.

As Freddy ran through details of ceremony, cake, and other tedious things, I scanned the faces in the room. A half dozen appeared familiar. We’d all been in the same grade at school.

But Stacy was the standout, and I could have sworn I’d seen her before. Perhaps she had a twin? Or it was modelling in New York. I wasn’t sure. But it was a mystery I wanted to solve.

“Again, thank you all for sharing this joyous occasion with us,” Grace said, signalling the end of festivities.

“Where have they got you staying?” I asked Stacy.

“A small bed-and-breakfast down the road,” Stacy replied.

“Me too, Berkeley House, right?” I offered.

Stacy glanced at Grace, who scowled at Gary.

“I’ll help you with that suitcase if you like,” I said.

Stacy set off like she was on a power walk. With two suitcases in tow, what took me ten minutes, Stacy navigated within five. By the time I arrived, Stacy had checked in and was heading upstairs.

“Thanks for helping with the bag. Please leave it with the porter,” Stacy said.

“Hi Stella. I’m Lewis Ludwig and I’m checking in,” I said.

“Welcome to Berkeley House, My Ludwig. I hope you enjoy your stay,” the receptionist said.

“I have a bag for Stacy, who just checked in. What room should I mark on the tag?” I asked.

“Room six, sir. Down the hall from you,” the receptionist replied.

By the time I’d made it upstairs, a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign proudly sat attached to the doorknob of room six. With Gary’s words ringing in my ear, I left Stacy alone for the rest of the day. Starting fresh in the morning became the plan.


CHAPTER THREE


AFTER A HUGE first day in my hometown of Staunton, I got up early and went on a ten-mile run. Heading away from the urban sprawl, I ran through miles and miles of woodland and parks, savouring the fresh air. It was wonderful for clearing my head and energising my body. By the time I returned, I was dripping wet, but totally satisfied.

Opting for an early breakfast, I hoped to bump into Stacy and connect with her on a more social level. Much to my chagrin, it appeared Stacy had ordered room service, rather than eat in the beautiful light filled dining room. Heading back to my room after breakfast, I passed the room service attendant struggling to manage the stairs.

“I’m heading that way. Would you like me to drop that off for you?” I asked.

“That would be wonderful. We’re fully booked, and I’m snowed under this morning,” the room service attendant replied.

“Room service,” I called, as I knocked on the door of room six.

“Come in, I’m in the bathroom,” Stacy replied.

I heard the water stop and feet move across the floor.

“Where would you like me to leave the tray, Miss?” I asked.

“On the table by the window would be fine,” Stacy replied as she walked into the bedroom.

Stacy stood before me wearing a robe and a pair of white fluffy slippers.

“My nanna has a pair of slippers just like those,” I said.

“Exactly the image I was going for,” Stacy said.

“I’ve read that the nanna look is making a comeback,” I said.

“Did it ever go away?” Stacy said.

“Not for my nanna, anyway,” I said.

“Well, thanks for delivering my breakfast,” Stacy said.

“Everybody’s got to eat,” I said.

“And do you receive a discount for delivery work?” Stacy asked.

“I’m always trying to cut costs,” I replied.

“Should I tip you?” Stacy asked.

“Not unless you think the service was exceptional,” I replied.

“Exceptional, no. But let’s see how you perform tomorrow,” Stacy said.

“Then I’ll try harder tomorrow,” I said.

“Enjoy the breakfast. The pancakes are delicious. But I wouldn’t let them go cold,” I said.

“Thanks for the insider tip,” Stacy said.

“See you later this morning,” I said.

“Yes, I guess that can’t be avoided,” Stacy said.

Having established my credentials as a quality room service attendant, I left Stacy to eat breakfast. After heading back to my room, I walked the old neighbourhood. My childhood home was no longer white. Someone had painted it pea-green during the past ten years. A tear or two slid down my cheek as I visited the graves of my parents.

Freddy had clarified that tardiness would have consequences. I arrived at the dance studio ten minutes before the 1:00 pm starting time. Changing clothes, I unpacked my tight black stretch jeans, paired with a black t-shirt, channelling John Travolta from his early years. Slick and confident. But from the wrong side of the tracks. Armed with my dancing shoes, I was ready for anything. That is, until Stacy walked in.

Stacy hadn’t got the casual dress memo. Neither had I, obviously. She wore a pair of skin-tight black leather jeans, with zipper pockets and a white crop top. She was the Maria to my Tony, if we’d been in a production of West Side Story. Her makeup was subtle yet highlighted her luscious blood-red lips. A pair of black, five-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit perfectly.

Janice, the dance teacher, split us into pairs. While the bride and groom headed to one end of the auditorium with the teacher, her thirteen-year-old daughter, Ruby, instructed the rest of us. As expected, the dance steps were simple, but still the other guys struggled with both sequence and timing. With Ruby a little out of her depth, I stepped forward to help demonstrate the movements. One by one, the guys got the hang of it, and within an hour, we all had it nailed. Except for Gary, much to the displeasure of Grace.

“Hey Travolta, why don’t you make yourself useful,” Stacy said, nodding towards Gary and Grace.

“I thought you’d never ask,” I said, as I grabbed Stacy’s hand and danced her across to the other end of the auditorium.

“Just do it in time,” Grace said, disheartened.

“I don’t understand what timing you are referring to?” Gary asked.

“Here, stand next to me and do what I do,” I interjected.

With Stacy as my partner, I showed Gary the steps at half speed. After five or ten minutes of dancing progressively faster side by side, he finally nailed the move.

“Now you do it on your own,” I said.

“Here goes nothing,” Gary said.

Much to Grace’s delight, Gary nailed the moves.

“Thank you for the guidance, brother,” Gary said.

After two hours of dancing, everyone headed to a coffee shop next door. Memories of the traumatic event were long gone, while conversation turned towards the bachelor and bachelorette parties. Once the coffees arrived, Grace stood and tapped her glass. I expected a speech, perhaps one thanking me for helping at the dance studio. Instead, she detailed what was, and was not, acceptable behaviour for the bachelor party. Yet the bachelorette party didn’t warrant a mention.

“What’s the plan for the bachelorette party?” I asked.

“Paint and sip at the high school,” Grace replied.

“Do you need a model?” I asked.

The girls all giggle except for Grace.

“Not that type of art,” Grace replied indignantly.

“Well, you have my phone number if plans change,” I said.

“No nudity for any of us tonight, thank you,” Grace said.

“Sounds like a preview of a marriage,” I said.


CHAPTER FOUR


AS GRACE FINISHED her overview of the bachelor party rules, Freddy entered the coffee shop. On some sort of mission, he chatted with a photographer.

“We need to do a test run for the wedding day photos,” Freddy said.

“Gary and I have our final wedding clothes fittings,” Grace said.

“Then I’ll take the best man and matron of honour,” Freddy said.

As both stood up and grabbed their bags, the photographer raised his hand. He turned to Freddy, and they had a quiet word. This resulted in a half dozen exchanges while Tony and Sarah awaited instructions.

“Okay, I need you and you,” Freddy said, pointing at Stacy and me.

“No, I think you need to pick again,” Grace said.

“The light is perfect. Decision made. Let’s move quickly,” Freddy said.

“I told you to choose again,” Grace said, holding Stacy’s arm.

Stacy turned and whispered something in Grace’s ear. Then nodded. With that, Stacy and I followed Freddy and the photographer to the church down the block.

First, we stood at the altar, with Stacy wearing a veil. Freddy rushed behind the photographer as he took several photos. He adjusted a few buttons before taking another round of pictures.

“Perfect,” Freddy said.

Next, Freddy pulled back the veil, exposing Stacy’s gorgeous face. A second set of photos and then a few adjustments, before we moved to the registry.

“You don’t recognise me, do you?” Stacy asked, as Freddy checked the photos.

“You are somewhat familiar. It will come to me,” I replied.

“I’m sure it will. Like everything else in life,” Stacy said.

I wasn’t sure what I’d done to deserve that type of reaction. But did I want to find out?

“Did I offend you at high school?” I asked.

“I’ll let you think about that one. Was there anyone you didn’t bully mercilessly?” Stacy replied.

“I’ll take that as a yes, then,” I said.

“It must be hard to work out which one of your many victims I was,” Stacy said.

Things were awfully uncomfortable. I hoped Freddy would move us on to a new set of photos.

“People can change,” I said.

“But deep down, a bully is always a bully,” Stacy said.

“Surely, deep down, you don’t believe that,” I said.

Eventually, Freddy led us to the entry, where we posed for another set of photos. After some more adjustments, it was time to move. Freddy took us outside to a bridge across a creek. I held Stacy from behind while she turned to me lovingly. Stacy appeared to have let the angst go. Having told me she was one of my victims, she’d moved on. I still couldn’t place the face. And it was a face I would surely have remembered.

For the finale, Freddy took us inside the reception centre.

“Now, let’s try to capture the first dance,” Freddy said.

We moved to the dance floor, and I took Stacy in my arms. I took the lead and replicated the dance moves we’d worked on with Gary and Grace. At the end of the dance, I lay Stacy back in my arms, catching her around twelve inches above the floor.

Something took me over in that moment, and I kissed Stacy deeply, with passion.

“What the hell was that for?” Stacy asked.

“The first dance always ends in a kiss,” I replied.

I glanced at Freddy, who gave me the thumbs up with a tear in his eye. Yet Stacy stared at me with disdain.

“We’ve got everything we need,” Freddy said.

“Come and see. The photos are exquisite,” Freddy added.

As we walked to see the photos, the photographer turned towards us.

“When you two marry, call me. I only hope the bride and groom are half as photogenic,” the photographer said.

“How about we head out for some dinner?” I suggested.

“I’ll take a hard pass,” Stacy replied.

“But the photographer predicts we’re gonna marry,” I said.

“Photographers never can see what lays below the surface,” Stacy said.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


UNUSUALLY, THE ENTIRE wedding party assembled at Weir Mansion before heading out for the bachelor and bachelorette parties. It seemed a strange move until I saw Stacy. Then it immediately made sense. The whole idea of a bachelor party was to spend Gary’s last night of freedom with mates, and in the company of beautiful women. And Stacy was the pick of the beauties in Staunton that night.

“Bold choice of outfit,” Stacy said, as I grabbed a drink.

“Thanks, I had intended to save it for the wedding reception, but couldn’t wait,” I said.

“I’m sure that’ll break Freddy’s heart,” Stacy said.

“We’re almost twins. Are we wearing the same designer?” I asked.

Stacy looked incredible, dressed head to toe in black leather. A sleek and slinky short black leather skirt sat under a sleeveless jewel-neckline black leather top. The top fitted tightly across the bust before fanning out into pleats. A pair of black five-inch stiletto peep-toe suede ankle boots completed the killer ensemble.

“Now, before the festivities come the ground rules,” Grace said.

A round of boos echoed across the ballroom.

“There is only really one rule. Keep the groom safe. Do not let any harm come to him, or you will have to deal with me. And that means you, Lewis,” Grace said.

The boys became increasingly restless. Being dragged to a pre-bachelor party only to be lectured was not a great start to the evening. But given history, it wasn’t surprising.

“Don’t worry darling, I will keep things orderly,” Gary said.

Gary dressed head to toe in the uniform of the local constabulary. He’d borrowed an old uniform from Stuart, but removed a few of the badges, replacing them with dollar shop toys.

Stuart had secured a white hard hat, and teamed it with mirrored shades, jeans and a shirt showing way too much chest hair. Trevor, who had recently left the navy, wore his white dress uniform, almost overshadowing the groom. Tony donned a twenty gallon hat, chaps, spurs and a fake moustache. That left me, much like Stacy, dressed head to toe in shiny black leather. Well leather pants, jacket and a cap, anyway.

“Where’s the Indian?” Sarah asked.

“Cultural appropriation I’m afraid. Gary said it was best not to alienate everybody in town on the first night,” I replied.

“Impressive to see you’ve packed extra socks,” Stacy commented.

“My nanna always said you can’t be too prepared,” I said.

With the lecture out of the way and the drinking time being chewed up, I moved things along. I fired up the Village People mix, connecting into the Bluetooth speakers in the ballroom. The groomsmen and Gary immediately headed over to the corner fireplace as the intro to YMCA kicked in. For the next four minutes, we mimed a rousing rendition of the Village People’s signature song. The girls and Weir family fell about the place in fits of laughter.

“If this is a sign of things to come, stop it now, or I’ll end you, Lewis,” Grace said, loudly enough for only me to hear.

As the girls and boys mingled, checking out the overly revealing outfits, I turned to Grace.

“Yes, Grace. I’ll ensure Gary is safe at all times,” I said.

“Aren’t you gentlemen gonna escort us to the bachelorette party?” Grace announced.

I instantly jumped into action.

“Policeman, you escort the bride,” I said.

“Yes, sir,” Gary said, suddenly saluting the leather man.

“And you Miss Stacy. Lew, the leather man will escort you,” I said.

“That name’s gonna stick,” Stacy said.

“It sure beats Lew the lumberjack where I come from,” I said.

Gary and Grace headed towards the door. Stacy and I followed closely behind.

“Where are we taking you?” I asked.

“Paint and sip at the high school,” Stacy replied.

“Paint and sip,” I said, turning to Stacy.

“Paint and sip,” Stacy said, poking her tongue out.

“Village brothers, escort a lovely lady of your choosing,” I said.

Everyone paired up and followed the bride and groom out onto the sidewalk.

“You mean people will see me with a bikie?” Stacy asked.

“It’ll tarnish your reputation in Staunton, forever,” I replied.

I picked a route along the main street. It provided double the fun for the wedding party and double the embarrassment for Grace. Pulling up at the high school, we said our goodnights, and again promised to keep the groom safe. With ‘Go West’ by the Village People screeching from my phone, we marched on up the street towards our first of many stops.

Starting at the Mill Street Grill, we loaded up with protein and carbs for the massive night ahead. Ciders from Mars provided a post-dinner tipple. Redbeard Brewing Company provided the main alcohol course, while Clocktower sweets and drinks provided dessert. After a round of dessert wine at Yelping Dog Wine, Gary’s phone rang. He struggled to answer it, so I helped him. It was Grace calling.

“Lewis here. Gary is taking a piss, Grace,” I said.

“Stacy here. There’s been an accident. The maid of honour is in hospital with a broken leg,” Stacy said.

“At paint and sip?” I asked.

“She was trying to relive her glory days on the basketball court,” Stacy replied.

“At paint and sip?” I asked.

“Grace wants Gary to meet her at the hospital and take her home,” Stacy replied.

“At paint and sip?” I asked.

“No, at Augusta Urgent Health Care on Statler Boulevard,” Stacy replied.

“At paint and sip?” I asked, bursting into riotous laughter.

Stacy ended the call. A text followed.

“Ask Gary to pick up Grace,” Stacy messaged.

“Change of plans, boys. We have an edict from the bride to be,” I said.

“What is it?” Gary asked.

I explained what they had relayed to me.

“At paint and sip?” Gary asked.

“That’s what I understand,” I replied.

“Gather the Village People. We’re going west,” Gary said.

“Statler Boulevard is south,” I said.

“The Village People never sang about going south,” Gary said.

“At paint and sip,” Gary added.

“I know, right?” I said.


CHAPTER SIX


A MESSAGE WOKE me up at 6:00 am the following morning.

“Wedding party. Report to Weir Mansion at 7:00 am sharp. Do not be late,” Freddy messaged.

With less than hour until I was due to report for duty, I embraced the early start and headed out for a run. With a quick five miles under my belt, I had my lungs full of fresh Virginian air and had readied myself for anything the new day could throw my way.

After grabbing coffee and a danish as breakfast to go, and having no contact with Stacy, I knocked on her door before heading out.

“Hello, Stacy. I’m about to head off,” I said, trying not to wake other guests.

No sound came from within the room. Glancing at the gap below the door, it was totally dark. It appeared like the blinds were closed and no lights were on.

I knocked again, this time more loudly. I called out her name, trying to confirm if she’d headed across to Weir Mansion already. It seemed possible. After all, I would imagine that Stacy would easily slot into the maid of honour role. She was probably the most responsible of the bridal party, anyway. Unless Grace didn’t want to stand next to her on the wedding day. I could never tell how a bride’s mind worked. As I turned to head off, a voice came from the room.

“Oh, shit. Is that the time?” Stacy said.

“Are you okay, Stacy?” I asked.

“Sorry. I slept in. I’ve just seen the message,” Stacy replied.

“I’ll grab you a coffee and a breakfast pastry or two,” I said.

“Thanks. I’ll be down in five,” Stacy said.

Stacy walked down the stairs exactly five minutes later. She wore faded blue jeans with a white high-necked knitted top. Her hair appeared freshly washed, hanging in front of both shoulders. Sunglasses disguised the fact that she wore next to no makeup. Her natural beauty still radiated an inner glow. A tan, light-weight coat and plum coloured four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots finished the Rockstar-worthy ensemble.

“Wow, you’ve scrubbed up well, considering,” I said.

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” Stacy said.

“No need to rush. We got five minutes to spare,” I said.

“Thanks for checking in on me. And for the breakfast goodies,” Stacy said.

After a brisk three-minute walk, we arrived at ‘bride’s house revisited’. Or so I quipped. Stacy even gave me a wry smile. I was endearing myself to her. Thanks to the extra face time.

“Thank you all for making it on time,” Freddy said, staring only in my direction.

“Sarah is doing well after the terrible accident,” Grace said.

“At paint and sip?” I asked Stacy quietly.

“At paint and sip,” Stacy replied.

“She has a compound fracture of her tibia and secondary bruising. She’ll be in hospital for at least a week, possibly longer,” Grace said.

“So, we need to shuffle the wedding party roles,” Freddy announced.

“Poor choice of wording. Don’t you think? Shuffling deckchairs comes to mind,” I said.

Stacy almost choked on her coffee, trying not to giggle.

“Jackie Cross will join the wedding party,” Freddy said, turning to a girl I hadn’t noticed in the crowd.

“I’m incredibly honoured Jackie could step in. Especially at such short notice,” Grace added.

The reason I hadn’t noticed Jackie was quickly obvious. She made Daphne appear like a giant. Jackie would have struggled to hit 5ft, standing no taller than 4ft 11in, if I had to guess. Puns flooded my brain. But I held them back.

“Now for the changes. First, Daphne will move to matron of honour,” Freddy said.

“I feel safe in your capable hands,” Grace said, hugging Daphne in an out of character show of affection.

“That came from left field, didn’t it?” I whispered.

“Shush,” Stacy said, jabbing me in the ribs.

“Okay, boys and girls. Please stand over by the fireplace with your partners,” Freddy said.

The group instantly broke into pairs, leaving Jackie and me alone.

“Jackie, can you stand next to Lewis, please?” Grace asked, pointing out who I was.

“No, that won’t work for the photos,” Freddy interjected.

“Yes, but it is the right solution,” Grace said, turning to Freddy.

“No. He’s a giant, and she’s… not,” Freddy said.

“I don’t care. Pair them,” Grace said.

“Do you want people to notice you in the photos, or the Rocky Horror Show backing dancers?” Freddy commented.

Things got heated. But in whispers that no-one else could hear. After a half dozen exchanges, Stacy stepped forward and whispered to them both. She appeared to be the mediator, bringing a shared solution to the fore. Grace took a lot of time to argue the point, even with Stacy. But Stacy won Grace over and received a serious hug as a reward.

“Jackie, please stand with Stuart, and Stacy, please stand with Lewis,” Freddy instructed.

Finally, sanity had prevailed. The partnerships just looked right. As the higher powers intended it to be. Everyone was within six inches of each other. Freddy had addressed the eighteen-inch mismatch. At least that’s what my brain told me. And I couldn’t have been the only one. This also provided a massive opportunity for me. I’d get to spend the entire wedding day with Stacy. I knew if I had enough face time, my charms would eventually wear her down.

“Well played. You finally got your way,” I said to Stacy.

“One more word from you and you're off to Lilliput,” Stacy said.

“You took one for the team,” I said.

“I can still reconsider,” Stacy said.

“Yes, that is perfect. Philip, the photographer, will be ecstatic,” Freddy said.

“Thank you, Stacy, for going over and above to make my day perfect,” Grace said, shooting me a death stare warning shot.

“Have I got cooties or something?” I asked.

“I can smell something. And cooties would be my first guess,” Stacy replied.

As Freddy waxed lyrical for the next five minutes, about all things wedding day, and details of the day’s events, I consumed Stacy’s scent. Considering she’d gotten showered and dressed in less than five minutes, her body radiated a delightful citrus and floral aroma. And even her hair smelled fresh. Apple scent bounced playfully from her luscious curls. Spending time with Stacy had become the pinnacle of my visit home.

“Don’t worry. I will grow on you,” I said.

“Look, I’m not interested in connecting with you. Best for both of us if you leave me alone outside of wedding duties,” Stacy said.

“I’ll talk you through the new role. How about we grab lunch?” I asked.

“Again, I’m afraid it’s a hard no,” Stacy replied.


CHAPTER SEVEN


WITH LESS THAN twenty-four hours until the wedding, I had time on my hands. At least until the rehearsal dinner at 6:00 pm. With several hours to kill and Gary needing to sober up, it was time for some much needed exercise. I asked him to join me at The Berkeley, as I’d paid for facilities that I didn’t want to waste. With a large pool and a full size tennis court, I suggested he bring his racket, and we’d smash a few tennis balls around.

Gary was a reasonable player. Confident I could still beat him, we started the hit up prior to playing a couple of sets. Around halfway through our warm up, Stacy arrived with fellow bridesmaid, Mandy Marsh.

“Did you book the court?” Stacy asked.

“Can you book it?” I replied, surprised.

“Yes. Normal, non-self-absorbed people like me do things like that,” Stacy said.

I wasn’t feeling any love from our new partnership.

“Don’t worry about it, Stacy,” Mandy said.

“No, Mandy. Lewis needs to understand he can’t bully his way through life,” Stacy said.

“Wow, where did that come from?” I asked.

“I know all about you, and your background,” Stacy replied.

“From fifteen years ago,” I said.

“A leopard never changes his spots,” Stacy said.

“I remind you of an athletic jungle cat, do I?” I asked.

“Please leave our court,” Stacy replied.

“Why don’t we play mixed doubles?” Gary suggested.

“I’m more than happy to share,” Mandy replied.

“Only if Gary partners with me,” Stacy said.

The tennis match provided the perfect opportunity for Stacy to work out her anger issues. And boy, did she take full advantage. I walked away with several welts on my upper body, where an over-zealous Stacy, at the net, smashed the ball through me, rather than around me. And then there were a couple of faults on her serve, where the ball hit me before the ball hit the court. Stacy obviously had taken lessons in her younger years. Because each welt landed exactly where she intended.

After taking one for the team, Mandy and I went down 6-3, 6-2 to Gary and Stacy. Not that Gary had much to do with that. After shaking hands and downing some refreshing iced tea, rehearsal dinner beckoned.

“Thank you for sharing your court booking with us,” I said.

“I think your plan worked. I’m not hungover anymore,” Gary said.

Around 5:45 pm, I knocked on Stacy’s door to see if she was ready for the ten-minute walk to the reception venue. The American Hotel Banquet Room was the poshest venue in Staunton. And not by a small margin. Built in 1855 by the Central Virginia Railroad Company, it featured a grand ballroom still decorated in the style of the 1850s. It offered picture-perfect photo opportunities at every turn. Meanwhile, the two story chandelier-lit grand ballroom, provided the perfect venue for opulent receptions.

“I’ll be in reception when you’re ready,” I said.

Waiting barely five minutes downstairs, I could feel my pants tighten the second I saw Stacy walk onto the staircase. She wore a simple black long-sleeved dress, with a high square neckline, fitted perfectly to her upper body and with a wide black belt cinching in her incredible figure. A pair of black four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots sat an inch or two below the dress.

“You look gorgeous,” I said, trying not to sound creepy.

“What, no leather man outfit tonight?” Stacy asked.

“The moustache kept making me sneeze,” I replied.

“Or is it that the only gay club in town is closed tonight?” Stacy said.

“I’m not gonna ask you how you knew that,” I said.

“You told me, as you recounted last night’s activities at the hospital,” Stacy said.

“Well, when I’m fully tanked, anything’s possible,” I said, with a smile.

“That wasn’t the only thing you told me, by the way,” Stacy said.

I opened the door as Stacy headed outside. The fabric of her dress brushed past my arm, causing my hair to stand on edge.

“Who’s the designer?” I asked.

“You’re ogling her,” Stacy replied.

“You have a gift,” I said.

I didn’t want the ten-minute walk to the venue to end. Here I was in one of the most beautiful rural towns in America, with a gorgeous woman, and under a clear, starry night sky. How could life get any better? Perhaps, if she didn’t hate my guts, it might be better. Else, I was more than satisfied with my situation.

“I owe you an apology for my behaviour this afternoon,” Stacy said.

“My bad. I should have booked the court,” I said.

“No, you were sobering up Gary and I acted like a prat,” Stacy said.

“No apology necessary. You gave me quite the tennis lesson,” I said.

“I got intense, didn’t I?” Stacy asked.

“These will heal in a few days,” I replied, lifting my shirt to reveal a plethora of welts under the streetlights.

“There are certain things I’m really passionate about,” Stacy said.

“I understand. You’ve heard about my rap sheet,” I said.

“Is there anyone in town who hasn’t?” Stacy asked.

“We all have done things we’re not proud of,” I replied.

“But you made life hell for everyone,” Stacy said.

“Yep, I was full of myself and a bully. And I totally own that,” I said.

As we reached the door of the venue, Stacy stopped.

“You really don’t remember me, do you?” Stacy commented.

“You seem somewhat familiar. Were we in the same class?” I asked.

“Only for the best part of twelve years,” Stacy replied.

“Wow, grade school and high school,” I said.

“Yep, you were that ever present threat in my life,” Stacy said.

“I must have made your life hell,” I said.

“You got it in one,” Stacy said.

“If I could go back and change it now, I would,” I said.

“Why, so you could fuck me after the wedding?” Stacy asked.

“No, because I’ve obviously hurt you a lot,” I replied.

“Easy to say after the event. But you made choices,” Stacy said, before walking inside.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


KNOWING THE WEDDING day would be highly stressful, I went for a ten-mile run first up in the morning. Filling my lungs with fresh Virginian air always set me up for a great day and put a permanent smile on my face. I hoped that I’d proven to Stacy that I could put our past differences behind me. I was only hoping she could do the same.

By the time I’d had a massive breakfast of scrambled eggs, bacon, baked beans, and toast, I was ready for anything that may come my way. I believed that I would get through the wedding day unscathed, confident that I could defuse any issues that came my way. The last thing I wanted was to cause wedding day dramas for Grace and Gary.

Unexpectedly, Stacy joined me at the breakfast table. Doing a double take when she saw the pile of food in front of me, Stacy grabbed juice and some fresh fruit.

“I’ve run ten-miles this morning,” I said.

“I’m not judging you. A little envious, possibly. But not judging,” Stacy said.

This was a positive sign. No sarcasm or screaming.

“Did you sleep well?” I asked.

“Great, and you?” Stacy replied.

We began with some small talk. After ten-minutes, it still appeared to be going well.

“We’ve not really had the chance to connect with one another. And I’m not giving you a line,” I said.

“What would you like to know, Mr Ludwig?” Stacy said.

“Why do you look familiar?” I asked.

“Because we shared classes for twelve years. Next question,” Stacy replied.

“Then tell me more about you,” I said.

“What is this, a bloody job interview?” Stacy asked.

“Perhaps, if you’re lucky,” I replied with a smile.

Stacy told me she lived and worked in San Francisco. Chicago was merely the stop over. She’d been living there since leaving Staunton at eighteen. Initially modelling to pay her way through fashion design school, Stacy designed for a niche fashion house. That meant regular trips to London, Paris, New York and Milan.

“Why are you okay with Staunton?” I asked.

“It’s not too bad. I’ve got some wonderful memories here,” Stacy replied.

We briefly reminisced about highlight games, and formals, and plays.

“Why do you hate it with a passion?” Stacy asked.

“Personal reasons. Not something for a wedding day,” I replied.

“I answered your questions,” Stacy said.

“Terrible memories,” I said.

“But you were captain of the football team, school hunk and general town bad-ass,” Stacy said.

“Because my parents died in a car accident when I was six. After that, I got shipped from family member to family member. None of them wanted the town bad-ass. I stayed tight with Gary. He became my brother. The only family I had left,” I said.

Shit, I’d never told that to anyone, apart from Gary. I glanced away, waiting for the floodgates to open and the sarcasm and derision to begin. But it wasn’t forthcoming.

“I never knew that,” Stacy said.

“It wasn’t something that I advertised. You are only the second person I’ve told,” I said.

“What do you do in New York City?” Stacy asked.

“I’m a lawyer,” I replied.

“What type?” Stacy asked.

“Not the type that makes a lot of money,” I replied.

“Tell me about a typical day,” Stacy said.

“I work to remove kids from abusive homes. Drugs, alcohol, and violence are terrible things,” I said.

“Wow, it must be rewarding work?” Stacy asked.

“Yes. But the ones you miss, haunt you,” I replied.

“How did you go from high school bad boy to New York City lawyer?” Stacy asked.

“We don’t have to accept our given path. With hard work, we can move mountains,” I replied.

“That sounds familiar,” Stacy said.

“No one’s asked me that before,” I said.

“Nor me,” Stacy said.

“Do you have any family in town? Apart from Grace, I mean,” I said.

“Grace is just a friend. And I’ve lost contact with any family locally,” Stacy said.

“Sorry to hear that. I give anything for more time with my parents,” I said.

“Not if you knew my family. It’s a long story, and it doesn’t have a happy ending,” Stacy said.

“Try me,” I said.

“I’ll take a hard pass,” Stacy said.

“Your call. But I’m a good listener, whenever you’re ready,” I said.

“Only because you want to climb into my pants,” Stacy said.

“Not just that. But I understand. I’ll drop by on the way to the chapel,” I said.

“I could use the reminder,” Stacy said.

Freddy had messaged the wedding party with a full rundown of the day. My days as a lawyer were tightly scheduled. But my bosses had nothing on Freddy. He had it scheduled to the minute. But with the Weir’s controlling the purse strings, and Grace’s happiness paramount, nothing surprised me.

“Stacy, it’s Lewis. Are you ready to go?” I asked, as I knocked.

“I’ll be ready in a moment,” Stacy replied.

“Have you got a hat? Or a hessian sack? I can see why Grace didn’t want you as maid of honour,” I said.

“Looks like the two of us are just photo fodder,” Stacy said.

The chapel was a mere five-minute walk. The sun shone, the birds whistled, and I finally made a positive connection with someone else in the wedding party. We arrived around fifteen minutes before the ceremony. Gary had sweated through his shirt and nervously fumbled with his bow tie. I tied it before telling him how lucky he was to have found his soul mate. After a fifteen minute pep-talk, he was ready for the rest of his life.

I overheard Stacy chatting with Grace. The subject of their discussion was not the wedding. It was me.

“Steer clear of Lewis Ludwig. He’s nothing but trouble,” Grace said.

“I’m a big girl,” Stacy said.

“Don’t let his New York City lawyer words seduce you,” Grace said.

“He’s not like that,” Stacy said.

“Always remember how he made your life a misery,” Grace said.

“And don’t forget he made Gary take the fall,” Grace added.

The wedding ceremony began right on time. I shadowed Tony, the best man, helping him out more than once. Stacy shadowed Daphne, the maid of honour. Her inherited responsibilities completely overwhelmed her. But thanks partly to the two of us, and Freddy’s experience, everything went to plan. Even Mr Weir had a smile on his face.


CHAPTER NINE


“PLEASE BE UPSTANDING and welcome the bride and groom, Mr and Mrs Hamlin,” Freddy announced as Gary and Grace headed to their seats, still arm in arm.

“And welcome the best man, Tony and maid of honour, Daphne,” Freddy added.

“And finally, please welcome the rest of the wedding party,” Freddy announced.

“You may now take a seat. Let the festivities begin,” Freddy announced.

The beauty of the American Hotel Banquet Room wasn’t merely the high ceilings which offered a mezzanine getaway for guests with an incredible view. A wedding party lounge added an unexpected touch. You could escape the hustle and bustle of the reception and grab five minutes to chill, or even change outfits. The latter, which Gary and Grace looked forward to doing at the end of the night. With fifteen, eight person tables besides the bridal table, the constant murmur of chatter and clanging of plates dominated the soundscape.

“Would you like the chicken or the fish?” a server asked.

“The chicken sounds tasty,” I replied.

I’d never paid attention to the numbers but wondered if the supply was unlimited chickens and unlimited fish, or whether the tables served later only had one choice. My bet was on the fish being plentiful.

With conversation and wine flowing freely, things were going to plan. Freddy fussed about, but rarely interrupted the bride or groom. That left plenty of time for drinking.

“Why are you so happy with yourself, Lewis?” Grace asked, out of the blue.

“I’m always happy, but your wedding is a joyous occasion,” I replied.

“Well, I didn’t want you here,” Grace said.

“Would you like me to leave?” I asked.

“That won’t be necessary,” Gary intervened.

“You’ve got shit loads to make up for. Don’t think that merely turning up to Gary’s wedding evens the slate,” Grace said.

Grace appeared to have a rather large bee in her bonnet. And on her special day. I gave her some space by feigning a trip to the toilet.

Upon my return, Stacy and I started a wonderful conversation about how much Staunton had changed in the ten years we’d been gone. Unfortunately, every time we got deep in conversation, Grace interjected. It was like she had an enjoyment radar. The second we connected on a topic; Grace was there to disconnect us. About twenty minutes and two white wines later, Grace upped the attack.

“Why did you always hate Francis?” Grace asked.

“I didn’t hate Francis,” I replied.

“Is it because he adored you?” Grace asked.

I took a drink to avoid the comment.

Gary did his best to wrangle Grace, but she was strong willed and hot headed. Not a wonderful combination.

“That must be it. Is it because you are secretly gay?” Grace asked.

“Are you gonna do this again? Don’t let it ruin our wedding,” Gary interjected.

“Over thirty and still single. Sounds gay to me,” Grace said.

“I didn’t hate Francis. I hated everyone, except Gary,” I said.

“Self-loathing. Very common with gays during teenage,” Grace said.

The tension at the table was palpable. Everyone, including me, wanted to leave, but we couldn’t move.

“No wonder you’ve been questioning your sexuality lately. Kissed any cute boys lately?” Grace asked.

I could feel Grace winding up for a knockout punch of some sort, when Freddy walked to the microphone.

“And now, I’d like to invite Tony to make his best man speech,” Freddy announced.

Having known Gary for only the past two years, Tony rambled on a bit. His highlight was being present when Grace and Gary announced their engagement. Else, it was a meaningless diatribe. It saddened me, because Gary was an amazing person, one who deserved much better. But who was I to intervene? Grace had made it crystal clear. I was lucky to attend at all.

“And now I’d like to invite Daphne to make the maid of honour speech,” Freddy said.

After sculling two glasses of champagne in rapid succession, Grace sat primed for round two.

“Why did you leave my husband to take the fall?” Grace asked.

“He wasn’t a juvenile, and was on his third strike,” Gary interjected.

“Why are you standing up for him?” Grace asked.

“Because he is my friend. And the closest thing to a brother I have,” Gary replied.

“Even after what he did to you,” Grace said.

“Yes, he did what I told him to do. Family do that for each other. Else, he wouldn’t be a lawyer now,” Gary said.

“He becomes rich helping corporations poison the planet while you carry the can,” Grace said.

“He doesn’t work for corporates. He helps people in need,” Stacy interjected.

“Don’t tell me he’s brainwashed you, too. He’s merely trying to get into your pants. And what a surprise he’ll find when he does,” Grace said.

Gary tried to talk sense into Grace. Rationalising with her about making a scene.

“Was it worth it? Did he ever thank you?” Grace asked Gary.

“Where do you think my Camaro came from? And your engagement ring. And the deposit on our house,” Gary replied.

“Guilt money. I’ll give it all back,” Grace said.

“He’s been sending me money every month for the past ten years. And he funds that outreach centre where you volunteer,” Gary said, causing Grace’s face to turn white.

“Grace, I’d do it again. And if the roles were reversed, Lewis would have done the same for me,” Gary added.

Grace settled down and quickly consumed more wine.

“How long have you been gay, Lewis?” Grace asked.

“Why are you doing this?” Gary interjected.

“Gary tells me you have the hots for a guy. Did you secretly love Francis?” Grace asked.

“And now welcome Mr and Mrs Hamlin for their first dance as a married couple,” Freddy announced.

The lights immediately dimmed, leaving only a spotlight in the middle of the room. Gary stood and helped Grace to her feet. He led her out to the centre of the room, confident and commanding. Apart from a few stumbles on Grace’s part, the first dance was a joyful experience enjoyed by everyone.

“And now, the mother and father of the bride,” Freddy said.

Gary did a wonderful job of managing Grace and keeping her apart from her father’s twenty-four-year-old second wife. Grace didn’t only have issues with me. Her hate list included several folks at the wedding. Stacy filled me in while we watched Gary’s artful manoeuvring. Finally, it was time for the wedding party to hit the floor. Stacy and I headed straight over to help Gary.

As the wedding dance ended, I dropped Stacy back into our last embrace. But this time I didn’t take advantage and kiss her. I kept my head, not getting lost in the romantic moment. Stacy lacked the same restraint though. As soon as my lips approached hers, she leaned forward and kissed me with unexpected passion. I was merely human. And gladly reciprocated.

“I’m sorry, I got lost in the moment,” Stacy said.

“Consider it one-all,” I said.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” Stacy said, suddenly getting upset.

“It’s no biggie. Just a spur-of-the-moment thing,” I said.

“Why do you have to be so goddam wonderful?” Stacy asked.

“What can I say? You bring out the best in me,” I replied.

Once Stacy was back on her feet, she rushed off the dance floor and into the toilets. Grace fronted me immediately.

“What did you do to my friend?” Grace asked.

“We were merely talking,” I replied.

“What did you say to her? You piece of shit,” Grace said.

“Nothing that I can think of,” I said.

“Then think harder,” Grace demanded.

“We finished the dance. And Stacy kissed me. And I kissed Stacy back,” I said.

“You arsehole,” Grace said before storming off in pursuit of Stacy.


CHAPTER TEN


STACY RETURNED TO the table around five minutes later. Most of the wedding party had returned to their seats, glad the dance steps were out of the way. She had been crying. Something even reapplied makeup couldn’t disguise.

“Can we dance, Lewis?” Stacy asked, seeing Grace heading for the table.

“I’m in your hands,” I replied.

“I’m sorry about that performance earlier,” Stacy said.

“Are you alright? I was worried about you,” I said.

“I’m merely a little emotional,” Stacy said.

“Plenty of that going around today,” I said.

“Please don’t listen to Grace. She’s just being a little overprotective,” Stacy said.

“Look. I was an arsehole to Francis. And they were best friends,” I said.

“And we shrouded the Gary thing in secrecy. Because we had to,” I added.

“She has every reason to hate me,” I added.

As we danced closely, Stacy’s heartbeat raced, and a shiver ran up her spine.

“And given Francis isn’t here. I shudder to think what my actions may have caused,” I said.

“Francis is alive,” Stacy said.

“Do you know him?” I asked.

“Sort of,” Stacy replied.

“I’d really like to apologise to him. Face to face,” I said.

“He’s doing wonderfully well. He’s moved on completely,” Stacy said.

“Could you arrange for the two of us to meet?” I asked.

“I don’t think that would benefit him,” Stacy replied.

“I understand. Cleansing my guilt won’t help Francis,” I said.

“Very perceptive, Mr Ludwig,” Stacy said.

“And you say he’s doing well,” I said.

“The happiest he’s ever been,” Stacy said.

“Then why isn’t he here?” I asked.

“He is in spirit,” Stacy replied.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said.

“As you’ve proven. People can change. They can become better versions of themselves. No matter their situation,” Stacy said.

“Well, that’s the aim,” I said.

“Do you still not remember me?” Stacy asked.

“You seem familiar. Perhaps it’s the modelling photos,” I replied.

“You pinned me up on your bedroom wall, did you? That would be ironic,” Stacy said.

“I always had a thing for the bad boys,” Stacy added.

“Well, I was the baddest of the bad. According to Grace, anyway,” I said.

“No, according to everyone in Staunton,” Stacy said.

“Tell me who you were at high school,” I said.

“Not here. And not now,” Stacy said.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Because this is Gary and Grace’s night. And I don’t want to make things worse,” Stacy replied.

“Then, let’s just enjoy spending time together tonight,” I said.

“I’m not sleeping with you, you know?” Stacy said.

“I meant at the reception. But feel free to burst my bubble,” I said.

“And now let’s line up to say goodnight to our newlyweds,” Freddy announced.

The bouquet catch came down to a cage fight between Stacy and Daphne. Memories of the tennis match came flooding back as Stacy willed her way to a victory. Grace and Gary said farewell to their parents before thanking each of the wedding party. We stood in pairs, with Stacy close enough to provide radiated warmth on my arm.

“Tell him,” Grace said to Stacy.

“No. It’s your night,” Stacy said.

“If you don’t tell him, I will,” Grace said.

“We’ve all moved on since high school,” Stacy said.

Grace leaned forward and whispered in my ear.

“Stacy used to be Francis,” Grace said.

“I know. She told me days ago. Because she didn’t want to create drama at your wedding,” I said.

I pulled Stacy towards me and kissed her as Grace watched on in shock.

“We’ve got an afterparty to get to,” I said, sliding my arm around Stacy’s waist.

“Didn’t you hear what Grace said?” Stacy asked.

“That you adored me throughout high school. I’m happy to hear about that…” I replied.

Stacy bashed my arm with the same ferocity behind the welts all over my body.

“I put a name to the face during the dance lessons,” I said.

“Then why didn’t you let on?” Stacy asked.

“I promised Gary that I would avoid drama,” I replied.

“Well, you failed miserably at that,” Stacy said.

“Hang on. The dance class. That was before I kissed you…” Stacy said.

“… and I kissed you, yes,” I interjected.

“Then, why?” Stacy asked.

“Because I really like you. And neither of us live in Staunton anymore,” I replied.

“You mean you let me have the upper hand?” Stacy asked.

“Only while we’re in Staunton,” I replied.

“Oh, so you’re still hoping to fuck me,” Stacy said.

“Well, I’m all about making teenage dreams come true,” I said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“DON’T WORRY. I promise I’ll go easy on you. The first time,” Stacy said.

“Fuck that. I want the full bad boy experience,” I said.

“Have you ever dated a transgender girl before?” Stacy asked.

I pulled out my phone and flipped through my Facebook feed.

“You’ve earned some serious points there.” Stacy said.

“What, a hundred for each of the supermodels,” I said.

“Sounds about right,” Stacy said.

“And it must be fifty for each of the beauty queens,” I said.

“Well, then. That changes my plan for the evening,” Stacy said.

“I’ll show you mine, as the saying goes,” I said.

“I need to keep this dress in good condition,” Stacy said.

“And, my suit is hired,” I said.

“Meet me back here in five minutes,” Stacy said.

“Sounds like a plan Freddy would be pleased to call his own,” I said.

Heading down the hall, I changed out of my suit and into a bathrobe. Upon returning to Stacy’s room, I heard the water stop running in the bathroom. Stacy walked out wearing nothing but a bathrobe and a pair of black five-inch stiletto leather ankle boots with black stockings.

“I hoped you didn’t mind me wearing heels. I feel undersized compared to your past girlfriends,” Stacy said.

“You’ve read my mind,” I said.

As Stacy walked towards me, the anticipation of what lay beneath the bathrobe built. With each step my mind wandered into exciting new territory.

Standing less than a foot in front of me, I reached forward and gently pulled Stacy’s mouth towards mine. Starting playfully at first, I bit her bottom lip before lightly kissing my way around her delicious mouth. Stacy’s hand dropped and headed beneath my robe.

“Can’t wait for the good stuff, hey,” I said.

“A teenage dream come true,” Stacy said.

I grabbed Stacy’s hand and took a step back.

“Do you want me to go first?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t think you’ve been dreaming of Francis since the first grade,” Stacy replied.

“No. You didn’t blossom until the fifth grade,” I said.

I undid the tie on my dressing gown, holding both sides to avoid unveiling what lay beneath without the proper fanfare.

“Close your eyes,” I said, to which Stacy excitedly complied.

Dropping to my knees I opened Stacy’s dressing gown to reveal a gorgeous semi-flaccid five inch uncut cock.

“You cheated,” Stacy said.

“Sorry, you wanted to see this,” I said dropping my bathrobe to the floor.

“I knew Grace was right. You are untrustworthy,” Stacy said.

“I took a sneak peek. What are you gonna do about it?” I said.

Stacy’s eyes focussed on my abs and what hung below.

“Okay, off with yours,” I said.

Stacy opened her bathrobe and dropped it to the floor. Her semi-flaccid cock was too tempting to resist. Reaching forward, I slowly massaged the shaft before rubbing my fingers over the head.

I stepped forward and kissed Stacy. While our tongues wrestled, her now rock-hard cock and mine were both being worked over by my hand. I was rock-hard within seconds, as I leaned back to fully admire the two throbbing beasts. While my cock had a winter coat behind it, Stacy’s had but a finely trimmed landing strip.

“Looks like someone expected to be seen,” I said.

“My nanna taught me to always be prepared,” Stacy said.

As I upped the pace on the two cocks, Stacy’s breathing became ragged. Our kissing got messy as we both struggled to inject enough oxygen. After several brief breaks, the impending orgasm was but moments away.

“Fuck that feels amazing,” Stacy moaned.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

I couldn’t be sure who shot first, but come sprayed up onto both of our bodies as our cocks unloaded a gallon of nectar. I released my grip, but Stacy had beaten me to the punch. She offered me a handful of the sweet, salty bounty, which we both gleefully licked up.

“That was unexpected,” Stacy said with a broad smile.

“Hold that thought,” I said, before dropping again to my knees.

“Can I sit on the bed?” Stacy asked.

“You can’t be tired already,” I replied.

“You’re not the one wearing four-inch heels,” Stacy said.

As Stacy stared down at me, her soft wavy hair framed her stunning face perfectly. She appeared every part the model, totally worthy of being displayed proudly on my dorm room wall. After licking the last drops from Stacy’s exquisite member, I knew it was time to turn up the heat.

“Turn around and put your hands on the bed,” I instructed.

“I do like a man who takes charge,” Stacy said.

Gently guiding Stacy’s legs apart, I parted her cheeks and headed directly for her flower. But I kissed my way from buttock to buttock before sliding my tongue the full length of her crack. Stacy groaned with ecstasy the second my tongue approached her sphincter. Sensing the excitement building, my tongue darted in and out, causing Stacy’s flower to retract and release excitedly.

“Fuck yeah, that’s the spot,” Stacy moaned.

With Stacy’s backside feeling the love, I released a hand and slowly massaged her cock, from root to tip. Alternating with ball massages, it wasn’t long before Stacy was rock-hard and sweat dripped down her back and into her arse crack. I upped the speed of strokes until Stacy’s legs shook with excitement. I knew I was on the way to another pleasure explosion and wanted to position myself to make the most of it.

Turning around, I moved my head under Stacy’s thighs, positioning myself for the impending release. A twinge and a moan signalled I had seconds to move. I thrust my mouth over the head of Stacy’s cock just in time to catch the full bounty of her second release.

“Fuck, you are everything I dreamed of,” Stacy moaned.

Stacy’s legs were trembling. She could hold out no longer and placed her thighs on my shoulders for support. I let go and plunged my mouth deep, soaking up every precious morsel of her explosion.

“No one has ever taken me where you just did,” Stacy said.

“I’ve still got several paybacks, with your name on them,” I said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“OKAY, MY TURN to take charge,” Stacy said.

“I’m all for give and take. It’s almost as fun as take and give,” I said.

“I’m definitely not complaining. But I’ve been dreaming of your cock filling me to the brim since forever,” Stacy said.

“Fair point. As long as I’m fulfilling wishes,” I said.

Stacy stood and moved a foot away from the bed. I stood and moved face to face with her. As our tongues explored the deepest caverns of each other’s mouths, Stacy got a first-hand feel for my weapon.

“Better. Let’s get you nice and firm,” Stacy said.

Stacy pushed me back onto the edge of the bed and dropped to her knees. Her heavenly moist mouth engulfed my cock in a single movement. In seconds, I was rock-hard and eager for whatever she had in mind. Once moist, Stacy stood and straddled me on the bed. Spitting onto her hand, she wiped a liberal coating on her flower before steering my cock head into position for rear entry. Knowing what was to come, excitement surged throughout my body.

Dropping slowly at first, Stacy’s hungry arse enveloped my cock inch by inch until a massive smile crossed Stacy’s face and her arse rested against my pelvis. Stacy’s passage offered the perfect fit. My cock appeared to touch every wonderful rib and ridge in her rear cavern simultaneously. And when she lifted and dropped, the pleasure became insane.

“Fuck, you get right in there, don’t you?” Stacy moaned.

Stacy spent the next five minutes bouncing on my cock, the ecstasy plastered across her gorgeous face. Drops of sweat flooded my chest as her speed increased and her stroke lengthened. With each deep thrust, Stacy’s eyes disappeared up into her head. I headed towards the inevitable climax until she slowed the stroke and kept me at a plateau.

Stacy held me on the precipice of climax for another five minutes, changing up the rhythm and intensity, until I knew the time had come. With my last controllable action, I grabbed Stacy’s hips and guided her towards my impending treat.

“I’m gonna come,” I said.

“I wanna take it all,” Stacy screamed.

If that orgasm wasn’t the best of my life, it rated in the top three. My cock spasmed before unloading a torrent of nectar deep inside Stacy’s rear cavern. And she held deep to enjoy every second of the connection. I pulled hard on Stacy’s hips to ensure we remained bonded to one another for as long as possible. Stacy dropped her face to mine, kissing me deeply while moving her hips to receive every last second of pleasure.

“How do I rate amongst the supermodels?” Stacy asked, before kissing me playfully.

“A solid nine. But even supermodels need a little practice before they hit their straps,” I replied.

“Glad to know it wasn’t just me,” Stacy said.

“How was I, after twenty years of expectation?” I asked.

“Nothing lives up to your imagination,” Stacy replied.

“Perhaps another angle will help?” I suggested.

“How about an afternoon delight,” Stacy said.

“Am I giving or receiving?” I asked.

“You’re so transparent. Just ask me if you want me to fuck you,” Stacy replied.

“Would you fuck me?” I asked.

“With pleasure,” Stacy replied.

Stacy climbed off me and stood at the bottom of the bed. Her hand dropped to her semi-flaccid cock and started stroking away. I slid to the end of the bed and placed a pillow under my head. Once fully hard, Stacy grabbed my legs and placed one over each of her shoulders.

“It’s been a few weeks,” I said.

“Then I’ll take it slowly,” Stacy said.

Spitting into her hand, Stacy lubricated her rock hard cock. With a second handful, she drizzled saliva onto my flower. With a foot over each of her shoulders, Stacy stepped forward, lifting my arse and positioning her cock against my sphincter. The tip entered, sending a wave of electricity throughout my body. Slowly, as she thrust her hips, an inch became two, then three until finally all Stacy’s five inches disappeared into my arse.

“Oh yeah, delightful,” I said.

“You like that, do you?” Stacy said playfully.

Stacy’s thrusts were strong. Once fully engaged, she leaned down and kissed me, as her cock excited every nerve ending inside my rear cavern. Her action was exquisite, while the tongue play helped me sense her journey towards climax.

“Go deeper,” I screamed.

Stacy’s thrusts became stronger and more powerful. At the end of each stroke, she teased my G-spot, sending waves of endorphins surging throughout my body. I was in heaven as her breath shortened and her rhythm became ragged.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” Stacy screamed.

Almost instantly, a warmth entered my body and created an inner glow. Stacy held deep, pulling my legs back with all her force to extend the connection.

“I love you, Lewis. Always have,” Stacy said, before kissing me deeply.

“Why did you wait this long to tell me?” I said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT WEDDING NIGHT was one to remember. Not because Stacy and I tied the knot, but for the explosion of twenty years of pent-up sexual tension. Stacy had always been feminine, and Grace was right. As a teenager, I had feelings I couldn’t account for. And who was I gonna confide in? My one and only family and friend, Gary. But with all that behind us, Stacy and I had the time of our lives.

While I’d been with transgender women before, my history with Stacy let my guard down completely. And we worked our way through the love-making manual all the way from A to Z. Nothing stopped us in our quest to reconnect and make up for all those wasted years. And we shared the giving and receiving, evenly. In ten years, I’d become less selfish, while Stacy’s confidence had gone through the roof.

I instantly put our departure plans on hold. We both extended for the weekend. Not that we ventured out of the room too often. Apart from brief moments to watch a sunrise or sunset, we remained otherwise occupied. Luckily, Berkeley House had one room available for the weekend. Although, a second bed may have come in handy. We guessed we had shortened the bed life by at least two years after our weekend stay.

Stacy explained her family situation over breakfast the next morning. With my support and encouragement, she met with her parents before heading home. It was an emotional reunion, with Stacy’s family relieved that she’d built a brilliant life for herself. Something they knew could never have happened if she’d stayed in Staunton. Overjoyed to gain a daughter, especially one who had conquered her demons, they weren’t as sure about her dating one of them.

Gary and Grace honeymooned in Greece before moving straight into their matrimonial home. It sat three doors down from Weir Mansions. Gary eventually forced Grace to make peace with her twenty-four-year-old stepmother. If she made her father happy, that should be good enough for her. Or so Gary convinced her after a tough six-month negotiation. That was typical Gary, the most patient and resilient human I’d ever known. He got plenty of experience dealing with my teenage bullshit.

Stacy’s fashion designs became increasingly popular. Her colour palettes quickly shifted from black and dark browns to include vibrant colours. That’s when her designs really took off. But with success came long hours of work and sacrifice. I continued my work in New York City, immediately volunteering at the transgender outreach centre. I founded a home for transgender children disowned by disapproving parents. We provided food and board until the kids got back on their feet. A couple even became lawyers and eventually paid it forward.

After six months of maintaining busy lives and a long distance relationship, Stacy convinced her label to open a New York City office. I’d offered to make the move, but Stacy believed my work to be too important to stop. A year later, we attended Grace and Gary’s baby shower. Young Greg was born spot on schedule and Freddy organised the perfect celebratory event. And Grace, seeing us happy together, even welcomed me into her home with open arms. Eventually. But even though we had our differences, I was always grateful to her for reuniting me with the girl with the familiar face.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.

To keep you up to date with my next releases, I’ve set up a mailing list and you are most welcome to subscribe. If you sign up, you'll be first to know when I RELEASE NEW BOOKS, or offer EXCLUSIVE GIVEAWAYS.

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.
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I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

You can read my whole catalogue free, if you can subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s a great way to really get to know your favourite authors. If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

Checkout my full list of novels on Amazon or Goodreads or here’s a few recent ones that may tickle your fancy.


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


THE SUPERHOST
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Do you believe that a total stranger could instantly know you better than you know yourself?

Aiden Young is a shy country boy made good since his move to the big city. With his big sister, Sally, he has built a successful multi-million dollar business, while they both maintain solid careers. And all this before he turns thirty. While Sally considers Aiden’s life boring, he has everything going for him, except a viable love life. Having recently split from yet another unfulfilling relationship, Aiden wonders how to change his luck, else he is doomed to stay single, forever.

So, when Sally suggests travel to heal Aiden’s broken heart, he is at first underwhelmed by the idea. But Sally, the manager of a successful debt collection agency, can be quite persuasive when she wants, and rarely takes no for an answer, especially from her little brother. She knows exactly which buttons to push and soon books him on a month-long holiday in the stunning Italian Riviera. At an Airbnb overlooking the picturesque Mediterranean Sea.

But when Aiden arrives in Italy, not everything goes to plan. Jet lagged from a twenty-six-hour flight, and unable to speak a word of Italian, he must rely on his gracious Airbnb Superhost, the man-mountain Jason, to help him navigate a series of challenges. But with challenges comes opportunities. And Aiden soon identifies the opportunity of a lifetime, and one that could change his love life, forever. That is if his insecurities, and the risk of losing his only support, can be overcome.

If you like coming of age romances like ‘Sixteen Candles’ or ‘Grease’, then you’ll love ‘THE SUPERHOST’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Aiden step up and grasp the perfect opportunity to heal his broken heart, or will his insecurities stop him dead in his tracks.ate replacement?


THE PROMISE
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Have you ever needed a helping hand from a friend who perhaps knows you better than you do?

Griffin Jones is struggling with the transition from high school football hero to college backup quarterback. At the end of his freshman year, he knows it is time to step up and show his coach, and first-string players, that he has what it takes to lead the team to championship glory. The trouble is he’s in the shadow of a superstar quarterback who is almost everything Griffin wants to be. And the incumbent isn’t making it easy for Griffin to showcase his skills.

But Griffin has an in. He not only knows the head cheerleader, Robin Barrett, but she used to have a major crush on him. Taking Robin Barrett to the New Year’s Eve party would confirm he is the heir apparent to football stardom. Trouble is Robin Barrett’s crush was ten years prior and is currently dating a pro footballer. Still, Robin Barrett is the only girl Griffin has eyes for.

With New Year’s Eve a mere month away, Griffin has heard nothing but no from Robin Barrett for near on ten years. That’s when a simple statement from a friend sets the countdown clock in motion. Griffin has less than twenty days to pull off a major play. A play that will forge his leadership position with the starting team, convince the coach he is starting quarterback material and secure his life-long happiness.

If you like romances full of true love and heart, like 50 First Dates, then you’ll love THE PROMISE, the latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Griffin achieve a desire ten years in the making in just twenty short days, or will he be destined to lead a second-string life?


A FAIR SHARE
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Two months in the freezing Arctic Ocean sharing a bathroom with a hot blooded Latino. What could go wrong?

Samuel Robinson has just started his first job. But this is no ordinary job. Sam can’t believe his luck when he secures his dream job, working as an engineer aboard the super trawler M.V. Orca. Not merely a ship, the M.V. Orca is a fish processing factory on the water. They have even featured it on the Ultimate Factories television show. And Sam is excited to be joining his mentor Vic, and the small team responsible for keeping the ship running, and protecting the multi-million dollar catch.

Sam is even happy to be heading into the Arctic Ocean for two months with a crew of fifty men. He always found the girls at university distracted him from his work, and now he needs absolute focus. Sam’s girlfriend of three years also ended their three-year relationship, claiming his taking the job proved he was not serious about their future together. Something Sam never saw coming. The breakup left him licking his wounds and needing time and space to regain his confidence.

As Sam boards the ship for the first time, he is introduced to Captain Rodriguez, a seasoned seafarer. Physically intimidating and demanding authority, the Captain informs Sam of his golden rule, “do as I say.” All seems simple enough until Sam meets Valentina, the Captain’s niece, and must decide between doing the right thing and following the Captain’s orders.

If you like fun and flirty romances with a touch of action like ‘Groundhog Day’, then you’ll love ‘A FAIR SHARE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Sam disobey the Captain’s rules to find true love, or will he put love on the back burner forever?


WE MET BY ACCIDENT

[image: ]

Do you believe that a single decision can change the direction of your life?

Dane Henson is not a risk taker. Born and bred in middle America, the most courageous thing Dane ever did was move two hours north to Minneapolis to join a graduate program straight out of college. Young, handsome and the sort of guy everybody gets along with, Dane’s exterior hides a shyness and conservative nature that keeps him well and truly out of love’s way.

After starting work as a salesman for a clothing wholesaler, his days and weeks are spent on the road hustling fashion accessories to make a sale. And six months into his new career, Dane has learned to use his youthful exuberance and good looks to his advantage. Both his sales results, and his star, are definitely on the rise. But a big part of his success has come from a relationship forged with the flamboyant Stef Moon, buyer for the five hundred store ‘Christopher and Banks’ fashion chain.

Returning from his regular Friday afternoon call on Stef, Dane is excited to ring the sales bell, signalling another extraordinary sales performance. But the gods seem to have other ideas. A one-hour commute quickly becomes a ten-mile carpark with no end in sight. Dane has always relied on his GPS for navigating his new town, but now he must choose whether to take a risk and forge his own path or end up sitting in traffic for hours.

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of ‘Sliding Doors’ where a single decision can change a life forever, then you’ll love ‘We Met By Accident’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Dane’s decision to follow his instincts lead him to find the love of his love life in the most unexpected place?


SUMMER LOVERS
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Have you ever been stuck in the friendship zone for just a little too long? How do you move to be more than just friends?

Sam Dean is a gifted musician who has just finished the third year of his engineering degree. Unlike his rich kid friends, Sam works several jobs to afford his college education, let alone save for a holiday. This allows little time for romance, and leaves him lacking confidence, although he has no shortage of suitors.

With his best friends, the recently engaged Carl and Winnie, and trust fund girl Jessica, Sam plans for a Summer in Greece. Trouble is Jessica sees it as a romantic couples’ trip, while Sam has no romantic interest in Jessica, whatsoever. He wants a ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling with a gorgeous European girl.

Landing in Athens, Sam spots Swedish songbird, Hannah, and becomes more than a little smitten. Sam goes out of his way to attend Hannah’s shows almost nightly, impressing Hannah while annoying Jessica no end. He even joins her show, singing love song duets with her. But Sam lacks the confidence to take the big next step and ask Hannah out.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Music and Lyrics’, stories that make your heart go ‘Pop’, then you’ll love ‘Summer Lovers’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Sam be able to deflect Jessica’s advances and work up the courage to ask Hannah out, or will his ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling become yet another unfulfilled dream?


THE ROOM MATE
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What would you do if you suddenly found yourself sharing a dorm room with a beautiful and sexy roommate? Would you alert student housing to their obvious mistake?

Jay Walker is a shy midwestern boy who has never kissed a girl. Let alone even contemplating something more. Heck, the only girl he even talks to that is younger than his mother, is his marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. He studies IT at Southwestern University in Texas while running a high-end website development business on the side.

When Jay gets a letter from student housing advising him of a new roommate, he can’t believe his luck. Skye Lopez is Jay’s dream girl and much, much more. A Music and Theatre major, Skye is a beautiful and sexy Latino DJ with a star that is definitely on the rise. Jay cannot believe his luck.

But as Jay struggles with the excitement of having a hot new roommate, Skye leads him on a journey of self-discovery. Unsatisfied with just building a friendship, Jay seeks wise counsel to help him move from the friendship zone into the erogenous zone.

If you like coming of age stories with a transgender romance twist, then you’ll love ‘The Room Mate’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will shy super-nerd Jay successfully move beyond the friendship zone, or will all his effort leave him on the outer?


ABOUT YUMI
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Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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